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improper epithets prefixed to them. On the banks of the
Cam one of these profane scions of nobility rode the
unlucky 'snob' into the river, and benevolently swore at
him for getting in the way. But even Alton Locke, 'tailor,
chartist, and poet,' had a good word for the boat-races.
The youths were rather ignorant, very brutal, and
incredibly given to tuft-hunting. But, after all, there was
good stuff in them. The clenched teeth, starting muscles,
and heaving breasts of the racing crews showed something
more than mere physical vigour. The blood of the Vikings,
the pluck that won the battle of Waterloo—(would that
the Vikings and the battle of Waterloo could be buried in
one grave together!)—and the various idols by which the
muscular Christian is accustomed to swear, all rushed into
his mind together. He was thoughtlessly shrieking, Well
rowed, Trinity!' just as the bloated aristocrat tripped
him up. Mr. Kingsley was, of course, speaking not his
own sentiments, but those which were recommended by
dramatic propriety as coming from a chartist tailor. It is
for this reason that he has admitted into his spirited descrip-
tion various points that do not satisfy the critical eye: the
stroke of the head of the river, for example, actually smokes
a pipe—horresco refer ens—half an hour before the race.
The best of all possible or actual descriptions, however,
was given in Tom Brown at Oxford^ it is the one passage
in the book which is really inimitable, and to it I must refer
my readers if they would understand the thrill which causes
every nerve in an old oarsman's body to vibrate again when
he hears 'the pulse of racing-oars among the willows'. For
myself, I feel, but sternly repress, the temptation to attempt
the description of a boat-race. I will only say that amongst

